THE FOURTH FACE OF 


GENESIS: OUR LION, OU, 
OUR EAGLE, OUR HUMAN]ry; 


I was born in Thibodaux, Louisiana, a rural town nestled in th ‘ 
e bel. 


ly of the Bible Belt. For nearly half a decade, my grandmother Woke 


; me 
at 6 in the moming to drag me down into the three-| ‘” 


‘hour Purgatory that Was 
a sermon at our local Baptist church. Although I wasn’t old €nough to un. 
derstand what the pastor was screeching about at the time, I knew that] 
hated it and didn’t belong there. 

I became old enough to register that he spent each sermon hollering 
about a hellfire and brimstone god who scrutinized every breath | took, 
everything I did, and all my thoughts from above during my first-grade 
year—he was telling me to be afraid of the divine tyrant and beg for His 
mercy. To the pastor, I, at just six years old, was already a vile sinner and 
unclean spirit who exploited God’s nepotistic grace simply by existing in 
human flesh. Despite being terrified, | knew deep down that he was full of 
shit. 

After my parents separated for good eight years later, I Tejected 
Christianity and became a militant atheist out of spite; my feelings of be- 
trayal and powerlessness grew nearly debilitating, and rejecting the very 
thing that held my family together as a coping mechanism gave me a sense 
of control. However, what no one tells you is that nothingness for nothing- 
ness’ sake eventually becomes boring; uninterested in prolonging my star- 
ing contest with The Void, I began to believe in God again at seventeen 
years old—because why not? I had nothing to lose. 

I thought about God all the time, even finding beauty in being a 
pitiful worm with the hubris to think I knew something about Him. I wrote 
many poems and essays about Him (which I’ve included in this zine); 
however, few of them were pleasant, especially after reading Toni Mori- 
son’s Sula and experiencing an existential crisis over the possibility that 


her humanlike and evil-embracing God referred to as “The Fourth Face” 


R Ox 


be real. Nevertheless, whenever I wrote about Him, I felt like a child 

s 3 

¥ is the eight-year-old me who asked my mother how I could make my 
in— 

pat of Jesus’ crucifixion appear gorier and more realistic to be the 


perfect offering to God. 
After suffering a pivotal identity crisis and abandoning myself to 


the radical acceptance of my best friend’s suicide in 2018, I struggled with 
feelings of emptiness. I started to crave a sense of community, believing 
that religion would be the easiest way to experience it. For the first time in 
my life, I voluntarily went to church and was awestruck by the uncondi- 
tional love I received every time. The pastor preached messages of tender- 
ness, compassion, and justice—a face of God I had never seen before. Ob- 
sessed, I attended every sermon, volunteered at every community event, 
and even got baptized despite not being a Christian at the time (I reconvert- 
ed in 2020). I grew addicted to gazing into His eyes until His luminosity 
nearly blinded me: a look of love, pure energy, pure light. 

In addition to attending church, | began to actively study and ob- 
serve the practices of various religions, particularly Hinduism and its wor- 
ship of Krishna, the original Jesus, What simultaneously stupefied me, 
warmed my heart, and changed my life, however, was the night I attended 
a sermon at the Hare Krishna temple and witnessed children playing in 
front of a picture of a lion-headed god disemboweling a demon on His lap. 
Although I was absolutely dumbfounded at first, I both envied and admired 
their carefree acceptance (1 think that every church should have paintings 
of Cain murdering Abel, God transforming people into pillars of salt, and 
Job cursing the day he was born). Upon returning home, I Googled “Hindu 
lion god ripping guts out” and learned that this deity, known as Narasimha, 
was also depicted as smiling and pacifistic. I then realized that this is where 
monotheism frequently falls short: many of us do not have room or toler- 
ance for the duality of Narasimha, the vulgarity of Set, or the chaotic ways 
of Eris and Owuo and refuse to consider the idea that our “One True God” 


may have a multifaceted nature. Out of disappointment with our ignorance, 


I decided to embrace and kiss all His forms and faces. It’s been downhill 
Wnhi 


ever since 


This complete gibberish is a half-satirical, half-candid, and ti 


celebration of God’s nuanced darkness and a compilation of the hate mail 
ate maj 
and love letters I’ve penned to Him since 2015. | initially shied away 
from including the fact that | am a devout Christian and Providing a back 
1g a back- 


story as to how I both became one and found liberation in ditchir radi 


tional Christian notions of who God is to find Him out for myself through 
a heretical interfaith approach; however, since we are ina terminally 
online era of “ironically” consuming religion as an aesthetic, it would on- 
ly be appropriate to do so. As Tam called to love my neighbor, | also love 
everyone who has taken the time to read this zine. I love everyone who 
enjoyed it. | love everyone who resonated with it. I love everyone who 
had no idea what they were reading (I had no idea what I was writing). 


And I, of course, love everyone who ripped it up or wished the paper was 


soft enough to comfortably wipe their ass with it. Bless you all! 


-T.B. 


= 
o 
2 
a 
J 
a 
K 
7 


aving an identity crisis and doesn’t know whether 


god loves you. god is 


to be a loving caregiver, a mass murderer, or an indifferent and 


incompetent chasm of apathy completely removed from all life. god 


weeps. god thinks that our existence is a comedy central tv show. god is in 
all of us. god wants to castrate you. god longs to have sensual tantric sex 


with you. god wants to reboot the great flood. god wants to bless the earth. 


god does not know what it looks like. god vainly stares at itself in a 


cosmic pool of water every single day. god is sexy and en vogue. god is 


judgmental. god is dd of itself god treats life like an episode of 


. god stops at the liquor store to reward itself for going to AA. god 
ngle you with your own intestines. god wants to kiss you on 


the foreh: ‘ou everything is going to be okay. god is faithful to 


the earth. god matched with satan on grindr. god is in all of us. humanity 


has projected its unconscious drives, de: and fears onto god, yet it 


demands only benevolence. we are full of hellfire, jealousy, bloodlust, 


rage, darkness, and so much more. why can’t god have a shadow like us? 


THEM LORD LOVES UTAWNITL 
STIESENITMOEE® 


§ 


notes from a plane (600 mg gabapentin) 


god and my angels have allowed unspeakable evils 


Inst me. my suf 


fering is the Current Testament. oh, how he gave us free will 


proudly misuse it! 


god and my angels have allowed unfathomable opportunities in my life 
that lent me a helping hand and allowed me to recover 

; F 
god energy in the sun, se 


life be: 


——— 
culprit of existence Sa a | FineO mat 


warm unconditional love 


sweltering disdain 4 AED yy BODY, Ling 


serial murder heat wave, destroy and raze 


Sar erage 
paradise 


harbinger of pain 


Worship amongst all, 


transfiguration in blindness and burning. 


he is risen! 


crawling fror 


ie tomb of the horizon 
and returning to dust 


KALI OLORUN INTELL NT DESIGN CREATOR A 
LLAH YHWH NANA Buy ISHVARA TA’XET YA 
YA BAHA SET HECATE jivA OWUO DAMBALLAH 
MELKA D’NHURA WAHIURU AHURA MAZDA XO 
CHIQUETZAL YALDAB/TH ISIS FREYJA UNKUL 
UNKULU GITCHE MANI)U SHANGDI KOYANGW 
UTI JUNO LUCINA SILAINUA YOU ME US WE A 
LL-DEVOURING DEATHAIN BEARER ORIGINAL 
FIRE DIVINE EXECUTIOER FRIEND BROTHER SI 
STER PARENT THE GRET “I AM” ALL-IN-ONE AG 
APE EVERYTHING & NCHING CREATOR DESTR 
OYER ALL THAT WAS &LL THAT WILL BE EVER 
YTHING RIGHT & WROS WITH THE WORLD 


diary entry 2/27/24 


I've been thinking about God more than usual lately, and I don’ 
> on't 


know whether to be concerned, annoyed, or happy about it 

Earlier today, 1 thought about how connected I was to God and 
how accepting of His duality I was as a child before my indoctrination 
Tuined it all. | remember when I was eight or nine years old, I'd draw 
Pictures of Jesus all bloodied and wounded and carrying the cross in 
complete agony. However, I'd always get frustrated because I didn't 
know how to depict it in a "believable" way. I wanted to capture his 
Pain as accurately as possible. | wanted to make my drawing gut- 
wrenching and hard to look at, to make people wince, and at least 
attempt to imagine the suffering he was forced to endure. Ulumately, 


however s ct 
er, | absolutely needed it to be as realistic and gory as possible in 
order to be the perfect offering to God. 


Wher 
en I was little, I thought of God as a benevolent, loving 


being who also ha : 
8 Who also had a penchant for all things gross and gory; to me, His 


modus oper: 
perandi of pain, destruction, and consumption was just as 


beautiful and 
. is 
‘orthy of appreciation as His unconditional love, light, 


and creativi 
‘tivity. My favorite Bible story back then was the "Burning 


Bush" i s 
woo Exodus, where God Appears to Moses in the fo: | 
ae ing about God engulfing and devouring the plan 
choy si 
‘Osing to spare Moses from it captivated me. If o1 


woul 
uuld touch it and fee} His blistering love! 


rm of fire. 
t with His flame | 


nly Moses | 


But, I digress. | always hoy 
Inability to make my disturbin, 
aS possibl 


ped that God would forgive my 


ig drawings 9 
le. Attending sermon gS of Jesus look as convincing 


after i i 
Sermon about putting ourselves in| 


Jesus’ shoes caused me to develop an intense obsession with wanting to 


truly understand how Christ felt while being crucified. Since I couldn't 
capture it in my pictures, I took to seeking physical representations that 
resembled 1t as closely as possible. That's when I started to constantly 
look at photos and videos of rat dissections. I had already been 
fascinated by physiology and the inner workings of the body, so much 
so that I would perform autopsies on my dead pet fish with a kitchen 
knife and cutting board. To my nine-year-old mind, the rat's paws being 
pinned down bore an uncanny resemblance to the nails that were driven 
through Jesus’ palms and feet. Being sliced open and stabbed for the 
public to "ooh" and "ahh" at reminded me of the spectacle of Jesus 
being whipped until his body was covered in deep wounds and the 
Roman soldier stabbing his corpse. Many paintings of Christ depict 

him as looking upwards with his mouth wide open, just like the rat's! 
Squeamish PETA activists and money-hungry movie directors both 
pity them. One forsaken by God, the other forsaken by the gloved 
hands that used to pet them. They say that God is in all things, and I 


found Him in a disemboweled rodent! 


L also saw Him in snakes. I didn't care about the biblical 
associations. After the church I went to at the time started to get boring 
and lackluster, I tried to find religious experiences outside of it. And I 
eventually did! When I was nine (again), I loved to feed my mom's 
friend's pet boa constrictor mice and watch their guts pop out of their 
mouths. I didn't see what I was doing as murder or anything sick. These 
were God's creatures who I appreciated. The circle of life was beautiful 


to me. I have to do homework now. 


THE THIN 


~ | CANNOT CHANGE. 


Figure 1.2. Inside the rat, there is a network of organs that process the 


weight of God 


Figure 1.1. Inside the rat, 


iere Is an empty space which has the size of 


God. 


untitled 


shrieking laughter emulating a victim’s cry and 
wails of anguish imitating a lover’s orgasm 

fall upon the cars of a deaf god with cataract eyes 
suffering from vivid images of castration 

as sharp as the dagger that dismembers 

the very essence of life which 

makes him whole. 

a sexless prometheus 

groans with pleasure as eagle-headed women 
feast upon his organs: 

he is chained to a throbbing mound of flesh. 
bicephalic angels stare into a golden sun 

and crystalize into pillars of salt 

underneath agonizing bursts of light. 

the body: an eternal ouroboros of ecstasy, 
endless jaws of 


pleasure and pain. 


Woman who ripped her own eyes out 


thought it was a ‘sacrifice’ to God 


{ a blinding joy } 
rod is love and we’re all weeping, arms stretched to the sun, 1 am 


> sky with a guttural, 
stricken with divine madness and scream to the sky with a guttul 


faces C v! tears 
visceral ery. we violently perish holding hands, our faces wet with 


and contorted with grins. 


\ CURSE Gop Fop THEN LOOK Ar 
WATCHING Us CARTEL VIDEOs 
SUFFER ON BESTGORE 


God is in the details! 

Every slice, every flank! Every 
crack and chip in the windshield! 
Every bullet and the model of the 

shotgun! God is in the details! 


i 


“ it's like itp a deer. ont 


day god hits me with his 
car. the next day he shoots 
Me with hig rifle. and the 
third day he's on youtube 
teaching everyone how to 

B skin me and prepare ny 
Beat. 


he has mounted sy head on 
the walls of love, and 
you're next! 


diary entry 9/23/23 


fist and the miserable poet 
scavation of the starving, crazed artist and the misera ' 


t {chain smokes daily bores me: 
who bre di chain sv 
like the amniotic shriek of a demon 


why can | not create from a Joy 


or to scourge with wings still wet 


birthed from hell, ¢ 


elf into the Original Fire and smear my blood, 


why can i not cast my 


ash, and shit on the walls once i return? better than a marlboro in hands 


why would 1 brood when i could nearly blind myself watching the sun 


1e ver, a drenched dome of cut glass? brightness 


> and shovel it 


ds into the city’s thick gruel of concre 


vhen iam hungry 


1s Eros in two useless tropes that contribute nothing to the plot? 


ire the God lovers, the children of a promised covenant that was 
ten te who bury their revenge fantasies of slaying Him 
meath psychotic adoration? 


¢ scrap metal peddlers who lick heroin tar off their lips as 


of iron captivates them, whi A 
aptivates them, who rhythmically nod "yes," "yes," 


t with the world? 


Heather Kicking God in th 


e face. 


"What does God look like? Americans see a loving, 


normal white guy.” 
- Inverse 


‘What does God an x like? Americans see a 


a "Wha rs 
ma ioe HA SU MIL Stas, 


Inversenvefse” eehtte avy 


diary entry 2/24/24 


At church the other week, the pideesta 
5 oe $ald that an ang, 1 
185,000 People and ever at an ai ‘il 


disturbed, flabbergasted 


yone clapped and 


eered. | f 


and entertained, | laughed 


throj 


of the sermon. But now, I get it. To 


die at the hands of G od wor 

an honor and a priy ilege. Car accidents or nat ural cai b 
atural causes are boring 

Being slaughtered by an angel at the ¢ ommand of 


an an vengeful 


god should be an episode of 1001 W ays to Die. There is no death 
beautiful, more holy. Out of all the people God or His an gels could k 


they all chose you! 


It's like if you were to get stabbed by Beyoncé. It's unfortu 


that you got stabbed, but it's fucking Beyoncé. You get to tell all your 


friends that you survived a murder attempt by one of the biggest 


superstars on Earth. 185,000 people were wiped out by an angel sent by 
the ultimate superstar: the entity that created Earth and willed Beyonce 


t they got decimated. 


into existence many years later. It's unfortunate 
but it's fucking God. Do you see what I mean? 


i = had a movie 
I wonder what movie I would show God 1f we hai 


by Doo 
I Passion of th nrist or Scooby 1 
night. It would be either The Passion of the Christ : é 
; 7 \ The Passion of the Cit 
Zombie Island. \ think if I were to show Hum 7A é % 
; crucified over 


Jesus g 


‘ hekecae where 
He would make me replay the scene where 


Sei: ii 


\ ‘ , 
‘ a 
HE WASHETH IN YOUR HE BATHETH IN YOUR 


pson 


It's ironic that Jesus 


d laugh every ume. 
in and lau 4. God knew 


and over ag 


‘0 a piece of woo 


7 od b retting nail 
of a carpenter, died by getting 


and He 


f humor. 


joing. as a sick sense 0! 
what He was doing 


P HATIN 
CAN JUDGE ME 


ees 


STOP FAATIN 
ONLY GOD CAN JUDGE ME 
rmM 


kes MONEY a ain 


3 & x 
LLBBP 


SSEOos 


AK CESS WNUS AAR OF & 


ee 


<Gm! 15 WATCHING. 


~~ REENT Is Sumrstol) > 


think of all the homeless people who have tricé 
to talk to you and you've ignored. all the loved 
ones you've abandoned. all the times you've 
acted selfishly and let innocent people suffer. = 
and yet you blame god? 5S : 
eA 


the devouring mother 


gaping maw 


ing black whole 


god's 
fall-devour 


Mas a dog returns to vomut 


j crawl deeper, ! crawl home 
crawl de 


With rotting teeth that gnash in 


mouths that feast on bread alone 
blinded by luminous darkness 


j craw! deeper, i crawl home 


the prodigal womb 
Rvet and warm now 

silently crying out for mother 
infantile and bloodied 


yet my hands always come back clean 


somewhere, serpents with lioness heads 
Sink their fangs into their tails 
Somewhere, methane hymns lull jonah 
in the belly of a whale 

Somewhere, prophets cry out with raw 
limbs transfixed by nails 

there, their jaws are worshipped 

they crawl deeper, they crawl home 


Fi; of all 
Figure 1.3. ig dea nd Lam the generator ¢ 

‘ . mors 
s yet to be. Among women I am fame, fortune, spece™ mm 
a 10.34 


intellig E ss, and patience.” — Bhagavad 


IT’S ME AND Gop 
AGAINST THE WORLD 

IT’S ME AND GoD 
WITHIN THE WORLD 
IT’S ME AND GOD OF ** 
THE WORLD! 


Cb when ene lilt the sacripeidl tim that 


he bytes be tech the You ee n prt 


GET A GOD WHO CAN DO BOTH. 


Is God Real? x 


(__} Who Gives a Shit? 
a Who Gives a Fuck? 
[) Who Gives a Damn? 
[} Who Gives a Rat’s Ass? 


8/22/16 


God, eviscerated 

Ina bed of roses 

Wet eyes wide 

Shallow breaths 

Choked with blood and bile 
Thorns copulating with flesh 


Engorge themselves in the juice of life 


Overflowing, abundant, violently expelled 
In urinals disguised as altars 


[am rotting in heaven! 


Heaven 
Smiling mouths with crimson gums 
Fountains of filth and waste 
Manna of rot and despair 


A decapitated Idol 


hters of Je 
Set ablaze by the daughters of“ 


